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SPRIN G
Sweet Mistress Spring along the brook
Touched all the pussy willows;
And soon upon their slender stalks
Grew fuzz:r. Ii ttle pillows.
Then o'er the grass that sparkled bright
With diamond drops of dew,
She stooped to kiss a tiny bud,
Which turned a violet blue.

MOTHER NATURE'S CHEERFUL
CHILDREN
PART I
SPRING

awoke one morning and,
throwing off her coverlet of snow under which
she had slept all Winter, looked up at the big
warm sun, and smiled .
. "Time for Spring," she murmured, looking
about her. "The little brooks must wake up
and ripple over the pebbles, and the brown
hill-sides turn green again; the trees should be
putting on their leaves. Where are my little
balmy breezes'? I must call them. Sister
MOTHER NATURE
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South Wind, send me my little balmy
breezes!"
"Here we are!" cried sweet voices, and over
the meadow ran the little warm breezes, ruffling up the dry grass on their merry way.
"Come here, my dears," said Mother Nature
kindly, "I want you to wake up the flowers
and the grasses."
"How jolly!" laughed the little breezes, and
they started off. "We'll wake the sleepyheads!"
"Come back! come back!" cried Mother Nature. "Not so fast, not so fast, my dears!
You must be careful whom you first awake!''
The little breezes stopped, and turned
around.
10
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"Tell us quickly, Mother Nature," they
cried, "for we are so anxious to hear the bluebells ring again!"
"Ah!" sighed Mother Nature, "children are
so impatient. Listen, my dears; first you
must go to the woods and look under the snow,
calling softly, all the while, 'Arbutus! Arbutus!' until you see a little pale pink flower.
When you are sure that she is awake, run
along the meadows, bending over the earth
until it becomes warmer and warmer, and
gently sing, 'Daffodil! Daffodil!' But be
very careful not to hurry them; Jack Frost,
you know, is still lurking around,-the
naughty boy!"
"Good-by, good-by!" cried the little balmy
11
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breezes, waving to Mother Nature, ·" we'll be
back soon!" and they ran down the hillside,
scattering the dry leaves with their merry "dancing feet.
Just in front of them, in the hollow of the
meadow, lay the little brook, sleeping in his
winter coat of ice.
"Let's skate over his shiny coat!" they cried,
and over the sparkling surface they skimmed,
up and down.
"Listen!" whispered one of the little balmy
breezes. "I hear him singing very softly; perhaps he's murmuring in his dream. Shall we
wake him'?"
"Yes, yes!" cried his comrades, as they
12
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swung back and forth on a pussy-willow,
which burst into little buds at the touch of
their warm fingers.
With a gurgle and a chuckle, and then a
laugh, the crystal brook broke through his icecoat and ran merrily down the meadow, with
the little balmy breezes scampering after him.
A bluebird followed the little breezes as
they ran up the wooded hill-side and kissed
the tips of the tree-tops till they flushed with
rosy color.
"Hello, Mr. Bluebird! have you come to
stay'?" they called out to him.
But the bluebird was too cold to answer;
instead, a flock of crows called out, "Caw!
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caw!" as they flew by and settled in a deserted corn-field.
Back again to the meadow came the little
balmy breezes to see whethe r their friend, the
crystal brook, had gone to sleep again. But
no, there he was, very wide a wake indeed ,
purling o trer the shiny pebbles. The little
balmy breezes lingere d awhile to listen to his
morning song, and while they waited , the tops
of the willows and the osiers turned a goldenyellow, and in the fields close by the brambles
and shrubs took on deep red and purple tints;
and a little butterc up awoke and opened his
golden eye and smiled as the little balmy
breezes ran back to Mothe r Nature to tell her
all the wonde rful things that had happen ed.
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As they rushed bac;k, anxious to tell the glad
tidings, they brushed off some of the maplekeys, which fell to the ground like little
misbehaved airships. They did not stop, however, but scampered along, past the garden
where the juncos were chipping and chattering; past the wood-pile, from which the pretty
mourning cloak butterfly was just crawling
out, shaking in the bright sunshine its brown,
velvety wings, with spots of blue and border
of buff, till they came up close to Mother Nature and whispered to her over her shoulder,
"Mother Nature, Mother Nature, we have
awakened your Cheerful Childre·n !"
"Not all; 0 my, no!" she answered, smiling.
" You have not been over to the orchard. I
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think the apple trees are waiting for you!"
"Are they'?" cried the little balmy breezes,
eagerly, "are they'? Then we'll go!"
So off they tripped, hand in hand, through
the old gate that led to the orchard. As they
flitted through the tree-tops, the branches and
tender twigs trembled with delight, and suddenly, at the kiss of the balmiest little breeze,
the apple-blossoms, pink and white, burst
forth, and the orchard was like a beautiful
flower garden, trembling with the expectancy
of fuller life.
"There's a robin!" shouted a little breeze,
dancing from behind a bunch of pink and white
blossoms.
Surely, he was right. On a swaying branch,
16
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smgmg away, was Robin Redbreast. Gathered around him, learning their first springsong, the happy appleblossoms joined in the
chorus, while the balmy little breezes danced
merrily over the grass that was turning to a
tender green.
Then, as if by magic, from all directions,
came the song of birds. Song Sparrows in
choirs of ten or more sang their happy songs;
Bluebirds warbled merrily from their perch
on the straggling fence-rails; and beyond, from
the fields, the Meadow Larks whistled a
cheery greeting; and further still, from the
distant woods, came the Blue Jay's fluted
notes mingled with the shrill cry of the Marsh
Hawk.
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"Ah,." cried Mother Nature, as she came up
softly to the old orchard fence and stood looking at the joyous scene, "My orchestra is playing its Spring Song! The prelude of the
Glorious Summer Anthem!"'

18
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When balmy summer came the earth
Bloomed rich with fruit and flower;
The busy bee 'mid clover sweet
''Improved each shining hour."

O'er hill and dale and valley green
The breezes played all day;
And bird and beast and water folk
Enjoyed a holiday.

PART II
SUMMER

"MY Golden Sun," cried Mother Nature one
morning, "come fill the earth with warmth and
feeling; make the rose to blush and the lily
sigh in perfume sweet; fill the apples with
sweetness and the peach paint pink and white;
let the yellow-white flowers of the peas nod in
rows in the garden, and tell June the loveliest
maiden of the year, that she shall have roses,
roses, roses,-white, and pink, and yellow, and
,,,
re d .
All the earth listened, trembling with emo21
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tion. As Mother Nature :finished, the hymns
of the woods and the murmurs of the waters,
the songs of the earth and the carols of the
sky melted into the Anthem of the Summer.
The little people of the garden pushed up
through the warm mold in their caps and gowns
of delicate green. The rose-bushes in the
flower-beds budded in crimson ecstasy. The
fruit-trees changed their pink and white petals
for little buds of green fruit. The Blue
Grass-flower looked up and smiled, and the
Bob-o-link called out his name over and over
again, "Bob-o-link! Bob-o-link!" The nests in
the trees and bushes were full of little people.
The small orioles swung up and down in their
nests that looked like white cotton stockings
22
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hung on the elm trees. On the ground in the
swampy thickets of the meadow the Yellow
Throat sat on her nest. In the grass the buttercups and daisies celebrated their June birthday, and darting hither and thither, the butterflies spread their gaily-colored wings.
: · And all this had happened because big
Father Sun had sent his three little sons, Ray,
·and Beam, and Shine, down to earrh, at the
request of Mother Nature.
"O look!" cried Ray to Beam, "see the little
people of the garden dancing and nodding;
the Radish Children are playing 'snap the
whip!'"
After peeping through the fence for a few
minutes, Ray and Beam twinkled off to the
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barn. They were very inquisitive little fellows, not like their brother Shine at all; he always loved the wide, open places the best;
they were always looking into shady nooks,
through knot-holes, and in to queer corners.
"O see!" called Beam, as he peeked through
a crack in the old barn, "here is a bird's nest
made of clay." Just then, in flew Mr. Barnswallow in his coat of steel-blue and chestnut
waistcoat, and whirling around the nest where
Mrs. Swallow was contentedly sitting, twittered a moment, and then flew out again.
Miss Pussy Cat was sitting outside. Straight
at her flew Mr. Swallow, and Beam and Ray
held their breath, they were so afraid he would
be caught; but no, just as Miss Pussy thought
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he would fly right in to her paws, he sheered off
to one side, with a twitter and a giggle, while
Beam and Ray danced up and down with delight, poking their Ii ttle bright fingers in to
Pussy's eyes, who blinked and ran away in
disgust.
Out in the meadow Shine was having a
beautiful time. He's the jolly big brother,
always laughing as he skips over the grass.
He tickled the big solemn looking Grasshopper, in gray coat and wrinkled green vest,
knee breeches and long red stockings. Mr.
Grasshopper blinked.
"Good-morning, 'Old Man of the Meadow!' " Shine called out in his cheery voice.
This so startled Mr. Grasshopper that he
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suddenly spread out two wide brown wings
and sailed away.
Shine looked everywhere, but his friend had
disappeared. Presently he heard a shrill noise
from a cl ump of tall grass; and sure enough,
there was the "old man of the meadow," rubbing his wings up and down, the strange sound
coming from the little drum-head which he has
for a music-box in each of his wings.
"Good-by," said Shine, and off he ran, almost stumbling over Mr. Grasshopper's cousin,
the Cricket, in his hurry to catch sight of a
gorgeous butterfly which at that moment flew
by.. Shine always loved to look at beautiful
things, so he followed the butterfly as it flitted from flower to flower.
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"Wait a moment!" Shine called out, "you
'flying flow~r !'" but the butterfly didn't hear
him, for she was leaning deep in to the petals
of a lovely flower of yellow pollen.
Suddenly, Shine noticed the Crystal Brook
which the little Balmy Breezes had loosened
from its icy coat in the Spring. It was murmuring through the meadow, past the Pussy
Willows which were now in full bloom; past
the green ferns that hung over its border, past
the violets and primroses, on its way to the
big ocean. Shine danced up and looked into
its shining waters. The brook laughed back,
and all its tiny pebbles glistened like diamonds.
Down on the bottom, a speckled mother trout

27

MOTHER NATURE 'S CHEERF UL CHILDR EN

was sweeping clean a sandy place to lay her
eggs. She had selected a deep, quiet pool in
the shade of a willow tree, in a bend in the
bank, and Shine found it very difficult to
watch her. If it had been Ray or Beam, no
doubt they would have found it an easy matter
to squint in between the leaves and twigs, or
around the over-hanging roots, but to Shine,
who was accustomed to the wide meadows and
bare hill-sides, the task was hard. Finally ,
however, he secured a good view, just as Mrs.
Trout, unable to brush away a large pebble,
picked it up in her mouth and carried it away.
When the sand was nice and smooth, she hollowed ou! a little round nest, and dropped
her eggs into it, covering them carefull y with
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light gravel to keep them from floating away.
Shine followed the brook down the meadow
until it ran into the mill-pond, where the big
water wheel turned slowly round and round,
with a splash and glitter, and the moss clung
to the old boards, and the willow branches
hung over the old mill, and the air was cool
and ·damp, and all the leaves and grasses saw
themselves reflected in the placid water of the
pond.
He danced around the edges, taking care
not to get into the long shadows beneath the
trees, nor on the shady side of the old buildings, for Shine liked only the open country,
with plenty of blue sky above. He twinkled
on the yellow cowslips that stood barefooted
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in the water, and tip-toed over the waterplants and the pond-lilies that floated about
on their big green pads.
He saw the perch fastening her eggs, which
looked like strings of fairy beads, to the leaves
and grasses that edged the water. A little
farther along the bank, he noticed a baby
perch break through the skin of its egg, and
with open mouth dart here and there after
food. It was such a funny little fish, not
much larger than a bean.
Shine tripped lightly over the meadow, past
the mill-pond, which had now become a bog,
and peeped curiously around at the various
plants growing in the deep, muddy places.
The sund:ew with its white blossoms sprinkled
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the bog-land. Its leaves are covered with
hundreds of small red hairs tipped with drops
of sticky sap. Thinking the drops are nectar,
the flies and insects are caught and absorbed
by the leaves, the hairs of which bend over
and imprison securely their struggling bodies.
Shine looked at the bones of the little victims,
and turning away, ran up the hill-side, touching as he went the purple flower-heads of the
pasture-thistles and the red patches of Kentucky grass. He stopped at the outskirts of a
pine grove and watched a cardinal bird who
had built his nest in the fork of a pine-tree.
"Hello! is that you, brother'?" cried Ray and
Beam, peeping f i:om behind the tree-trunk.
"We have just been·eating some Indian cucum
31 .
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her root; we didn't eat the purple berries,
though, nor the gaily painted leaves!"
"You'd better be careful what you eat in the
woods," answered Shine, and he turned away
and scampered down a grassy lane where the
wild grape swung up and down its sweetscented greenish flowers, and where along the
straggling fence the blackberry vines with their
light-blue flowers grew in wild profusion.
Suddenly, across the fence-rails, Shine saw
the Tiger Lily's children running merrily over
the meadow. It took him but a moment to
catch up with them, and placing himself between them, he took hold of their hands, and
they scampered away together. Quite breathless, they all three found themselves resting

32

SUMMER

against the garden fence. Shine climbed up
between the pickets anq stood tip-toe on the
narrow rail.
"Ha! Ha!'' he laughed, "see big Red Tomato teaching little Green Tomatoes how to
grow up big and red! Just watch me make
them red!" and he sprang down into the garden
and, running up from behind, threw his arms
around the little Green Tomatoes, and kissed
them again and again. How they blushed
and giggled, and big Red Tomato pulled her
apron over her head to protect her own jolly
red face.
"Let me go! let me go!" screamed each little
Green Tomato, "I don't want to be red before
I'm big! nobody likes little red tomatoes;
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everybody wants big red ones!" and they
squirmed away from Shine and hid under
some leaves, and one or two rolled on the
ground behind the bushes, so anxious were they
. to grow up before they became too red.
"It must be getting late," said Shine to himself, "I'm beginning to feel tired," and he
walked slowly over to the flower-beds that
bordered the green lawn. "Why, it must be
four," he exclaimed, noticing some gay yellow
and scarlet flowers slowly opening their eyes-,
"the four-o' clocks are just waking up!',
Sure enough, they were.
"I must hurry," said Shine, as his brothers,
Ray and Beam, ran up, "it is getting late for
me!"
34
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"We're not going just yet," they answered.
"We'll wait just as long as we can; perhaps
we may see the evening primrose come out at
six."
But Shine had not waited to hear them finish their sentence; he was already dancing
over the western hills as fast as he could, trying to catch up with Father Sun, who was
slowly going down on tp.e other side.
In a little while, Ray and Beam jumped on
a cloud that was drifting to the westward, and
followed their brother.
Mother Nature was getting ready for bed.
The soft night wind was coming up from the
meadows, bringing with her the songs of the
frogs and the tree toads. The birds were all
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still, save now and then a twitter as the last
little feathered baby was tucked in carefully
for the night. The swallows flew in circles
close to the ground, and as twilight deepened,
the bats and owls flitted here and there. Loving Mother Nature and her Cheerful Children
were soon asleep under the moon and stars.

AUTUMN
Adown the road the harvester
With sickle in his hand,
A-whistling came to cut the wheat
That covered all his land.
And as he whistled at his work ·
The apples grew more mellow,
And 'mid the rows of rustling corn
The pumpkins sparkled yellow.

PART III
AUTUMN

"I SHALL be very lonely," said Mother Nature. "My choir-boys are going South; true,
some will stay through the winter, but they
are not my.real songsters."
"Never mind, Mother Nature," chirps Blue
Jay, "Parson Crow and I will remain."
Over the meadows and cornfields great
flocks of birds are hovering, awaiting the signal of their leaders to wing their way to
warmer climes. The faithful daisies and buttercups are still smiling, but the maple is
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clothed in crimson, and the sumach along the
fence looks like a mass of flame. The tin ts of
autumn are on every bush. The air is full
of the busy hum of bees who still fly from
clover to clover, gathering honey from these
fragrant storehouses. The droning of the
swamp frogs, so unlike the jubilant bird-songs
of summer, steals over hazy meadows.
The frail flowers of the summer have
bloomed and faded, but the aster and the
goldenrod still show bravely before the frosty
days.
The hollows are covered with the carpet of
the joepye-weed and the purple banners of the
Iron Weed proclaim that his annies are in the
field. Tall rows of sunflowers edge the corn•
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fields, or like sentinels watch over the cottage
garden.
The low meadows are flooded with the blue
aster, while its paler cousins girdle the woods.
On the hill-sides blue-curls and bush clover
are waving in the sunshine. But where are
the roses and lilies and the little balmy
breezes'? Where is Bob-o-link '? They have
passed away with sweet-scented summer;
Bob-o-link left long before the first frost had
turned the maples crimson. All through the
early summer he sang his jolly song until the
little Bobs were hatched; after that he had
scant time for singing, so busy was he helping
his mate feed their hungry mouths. Till then
he had worn his finest coat of black, white and
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yellow, but soon he had to change it for a sober
traveling suit. Then he and Mrs. Bob and all
the little Bobs started on their southern trip
to Sou th America.
Now is the time when the gaudiest butterflies are on the wing, among the dahlias, asters
and marigolds they hover in their coats of
orange gold, scarlet and purple, matching the
hues of these later flowers.
This is the season, too, when all the trees
and shrubs, the flowers and grasses, are sowing
their seeds. The dog-wood is heavy with its
red and blue berries, which the birds are picking greedily, scattering the seeds in many
places. The thistle's silver ball breaks up and
floats away. The pods of the milk-weed open,
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and each of its brown seeds unfurls the gauzy
leaf which incases it and drifts away on the
wind to settle in a cosy harbor, where it will
wait for the Springtid e, to take root.
Loving Mother Nature gives all her chosen
children the ways and means to care for themselves, from the bird who nests in the tree, and
with his mate brings up the small birds to fly,
to the witch hazel, with its yellow blooms,
whose seeds have been ripening in the pod
during the summer time and now will be
pushed out from their sheltering nest.
The apple trees are heavy with their red and
yellow burdens, and the ground beneath is
covered with the wind-falls. The leaves are
drifting through the air or lie ranged in brown
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rows against the base-board of the picket
fence. The big yellow pumpkins dot the
fields where the corn-stalks are stacked in rows
like Indian tepees. Flocks of birds that in the
early spring had stopped on their way north,
are flying southward. They have large families now and their songs are plaintive as if
aware that the winter is approaching.
The wild geese with an old gander for a
leader fly in a V-shaped line, and resting on
their journey, settle down in a deserted cornfield to look for food. While all these
changes are taking place, Mother Nature sits
quietly looking on.
"My children are preparing for winter," she
says. "The trees are putting on their gayest
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garments for a few days, and my hardy flowers, in the royal colors of Autumn, make a gorgeous pageant. The goldenrod is waving its
flaming plume and the maple has put on her
crimson gown. But, alas!" she sighs, as she
sees Parson Crow perched on a scarecrow,
"my birds are now so few in number! How
I miss their mating songs! The nests that
were then such happy homes are now so desolate amid the bare branches! Sister South
Wind and my little balmy breezes have also
deserted me.
"Soon I shall put on my mantle of snow, for
the north wind will be hurrying down from
his wintry kingdom to shut up my crystal
brooks in a coat of ice."
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In the woods the squirrels are busy gathering nuts and storing them away for winter use.
Under the water of the old mill-pond the
beaver is building his winter house. The upper floor will be above the ice that forms in
the cold weather, but his doorway he makes
below the surface of the water for safety's
sake.
Some of the more hardy butterflies are creeping into holes and cracks in logs and fence
rails, to lie dormant until the springtime.
The woolly bear caterpillar is twisting a leaf
over and binding it, with the silk he spins, in to
a warm nest. However the wind may blow,
or his tiny house rock, he will be safe and warm
inside.

AUTUMN

Insect and flower are preparing their eggs
and seeds for the springtime birth, and loving
Mother Nature -is helping them from her
bountiful storehouse. The winds blow the
seeds to fertile places, and the rain moistens
and presses them into the welcoming earth.
Under leaf and bark, the careful insect mother
places her eggs with never failing instinct for
the protection and welfare of the little flying
things of the following year.
When the days have grown shorter and the
nights colder and the harvests are gathered,
the big Harvest Moon looks down on the
pumpkin J ack-o' -Lan tern of Hallowe' en.
"Hurry, my children," cries Mother Nature,
in great solicitude, "the days are few in which
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you must prepare for winter; only last night
I heard faintly the bugle of the north wind.
Soon he, with legions of snowflakes, will be
upon us; lose no time!"
"We are ready, Mother Nature," cried all
the little plants.
''We are ready," called out the grasses; "our
roots are safe and warm in the deep earth."
"Let the winter wind blow," laughed the
Maple Tree, rustling her crimson draperies.
"He can have my scarlet dress, for I'm to have
a new one of shimmering green in the spring."
"And my laces," murmured the Fern, "for
you al ways give me such beautiful new ones,
dear Mother Nature, when winter is over."
And the bushes laughed till even the stately
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woods bent in quiet merriment and joined
with rustling murmurs in the glad reply.
''What cheer£ul children," said loving
Mother Nature. "Happy hearts and voices
through the year!''·

J
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WINTEn
Old Winter with his. trosty beard
Came from the frozen North,
And o'er the shivering, barren land
Sent all his snowflakes forth.
They spread upon the hills and vales
A blanket, white and warm,
And tucked in deep the roots and buds
Securely from the storm.

PART I~
WINTER

"HURRAH!" cried the little Snow Flakes as

they hurried and scurried down the wind in
their airy flight. "Let's wrap Mother Nature
in a big white comforter!'~
Down from the gray skies they came on
their white wings, covering up the shivering
grasses in the meadow and the trembling
bushes by the wayside. Soft and warm were
their little fingers as they clasped the trembling twigs of the maples and clung fluttering
to the branches of the apple trees. Robin
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Redbreast, as he hopped about and picked up
crumbs from a friendly door-step, thought that
they looked like the white petals that blossomed in the Spring.
Whiter and whiter grew the land, and a
silent beauty lay everywhere; only at times
the sighing of the wind as it carried the snowflakes through the leafless branches and
dropped them softly on the earth beneath,
came faintly over the frozen places.
Anemone and Hyacinth cuddled down under the white coverlet and Blue-curls at the
edge of the wood tied up her ringlets for the
winter and nestled amid the soft pillows of
the snow.
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Pussy-willow by the crystal brook stretched
out her bare hands to the downy snowflakes·
and cried, "Come, warm me, please!"
"We will," answered Snow Flake and Snow
Drop, and they gave her a fluffy muff with
which to keep her fingers warm. They sprin•
kled the catkins of the alders with whiteness
until they looked like woolly lambs' tails, and
wrapped the birches and hazels in their winter
garments.
Over the meadow a beautiful carpet of snow
lay in undulating whiteness. Little footprints of Bobby..tail Rabbit showed where he
had crossed over to the cornfield in search of
a forgotten turnip. Squirrel Nut-Cracker
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brushed off from the branches some snow
which dropped with a thump on the ground.
Bobby-tail Rabbit dodged just in time to avoid
being snow-balled, while Squirrel Nut-Cracker
slid down and dashed across the white carpet
to the next tree.
Parson Crow looked out from his safe retreat
in the woods. "Ha, ha, caw, caw!" he cried,
"the old-clothes man in the cornfield will soon
be a snow-man!
''Haw, haw!
Snow-man or scare-crow,
I don't care,
I'd know a scare-crow
Anywhere,Caw, caw!"

and he flapped his wings to shake off a few
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stray snowflakes that had sifted through the
forest roof, and laughed again, "Caw, caw!
,,,
haw, haw.
Mr. Blue Jay, who was picking off an acorn
at that moment, paused to listen. Tilting his
head to one side in an inquiring attitude, he
said to himself, "What is Parson Crow saying'? I wonder if he is rehearsing his sermon
from his oak pulpit'?" and Mr. Blue Jay gave
a laugh that sounded very much indeed like
Parson Crow's "Caw!"
Out on the hill-sides Snow Flake and Snow
Drop were still very busy. They filled up the
bushes and thickets, the blackberry brambles
along the roadside, and hid the roots of the
wild grape-vine, and danced along the fence-
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rail on velvet toes, playing hide-and-seek in
and out among the knot-holes.
"Come, follow us!" cried Snow Drop and
Snow Flake to their white comrades. "Let us
skate over the frozen mill-pond!"
Over the ice they slid till their comrades
were piled up against the old mill in long white
drifts. They hid in the water wheel which,
turning no more, stood silent in its icy framework. They clung to the drooping branches
of the willow trees till they looked like loosened skeins of white yarn.
Presently, Snow Flake and Snow Drop
whirled over the bog-land and covered up the
withered weeds and grasses. They swung on
the yellow stalks of the cat-tails and hid the
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destitute stems of the sundew, whose white
flowe~s had long since faded.
"Follow us!" again shouted the two little
leaders, and up the hill-side rushed the band
of snowflakes, over the thistles and Kentucky
grass.
"Here are some Christmas trees!', they cri~d,
and perching on the branches, bent them down
with their snowy weight.
F ormjng in line again, they raced down a
lane where once bloomed tree and bush. Today it was but a path of virgin whiteness.
At the orchard fence they paused, but only for
a moment; in a whirling cloud they rushed
through, and soon the orchard was a network
of frosty twigs and branches.
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"There's Robin Redbreast's nest!" they
cried. "Let us fill it up, it looks so desolate!"
· The pear trees hen t their branches, trimmed
with snowy laces, in graceful curves to the
ground, and the peach trees leaned over the
old fence heavy with the burden pf the storm.
Snow Drop and Snow Flake swung in the
empty oriole's nest on the elm tree, and then
led their comrades to the flower-beds, where
they covered up the rose-bushes.
"Hurry!" cried Snow Flake, "before the
North Wind freezes them; I hear him coming
over the hills!''
Soon he whirled the little snowflakes about,
down the narrow paths and around the wooden
trellis at the farther comer where the Red
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Ramblers clung in crimson beauty in the sweet
summer time. Everywhere the snow-sprites
led by Snow Flake and Snow Drop spread
their mantle of white.
In the woods it lay thick upon the fall en
leaves under the bare trees, and the woodpecker, looking out from his hole, laughed to
think how happy he was in his supply of nuts,
which he had gathered during the bountiful
season and hid in crack and crevice.
As it grew deeper, the Ruffled Grouse
walked over the drifts and admired the fringed
skin which commences to grow out between
her toes as winter approaches, and thought
what a splendid pair of snow-shoes Mother
Nature had given to her.
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As the storm increased, her cousin, Bob
White, and his large family, having no place
where they could find shelter, dived head-first
into a snow-bank to keep warm for the night.
" 'Tis rather hard, my dear," he remarked to
his wife, "after raising two families to have no
place but a snow-bank to sleep in!"
"Never mind," she replied, "you have been
a devoted father; in the morning we may be
able to go about and find some food!"
Hidden in the woods, all the winter birds
have taken refuge. Just as soon as the storm
is over the olive-gray midget, the kinglet, will
be picking in the bark of the pine-tree for eggs
of insects. Then, too, the brave little nuthatch will come out from his retreat and run
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up and down the limbs in search of grubs; like
an acrobat he will cling to the underside of the
bough, circling round and round, seeking for
his food.
And when the sun comes out, the chick-adees will flutter around and sing their cheery
call of "Chick-a-dee! Chick-a-dee!"
"Won't they be glad when we are quiet!"
laughed Snow Drop,_ as he saw these brave
little winter birds in the shelter of a bush.
"How busy they will be hunting up and down
the bark of the pine-trees for their breakfast
of spiders' eggs!"
"Hurry!" cried Snow Flake. "We have almost :finished our task! Let us festoon the
hemlocks and spruces, and lay some wreaths
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on the stems of the asters and goldenrods!"
The storm was over. A silence brooded
over the white earth, save for the occasional
plaintiv e rustle of the dry oak-leaves as they
tremble d in the winter wind. Overhea d was
the deep blue of the sky and across the drifts
the trees and plants cast purple silhouettes.
As day closed, above the snow-clad :fields and
hills, above the leafless trees, above the shadows that fretted the whiteness of the earth, the
sky blossomed with starry petals. Across the
twinklin g heavens moved Diana in her crescent boat, and a faint music thrilled the wind
as vagrant snowflakes swept along the open
spaces.
Under the warm snow-covermg loving
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~other Nature: lay sleeping softly, dreaming
of th~ ·t~~e when the roses would _. again nestle
on h~r .bosom·and the daisies. smile about her
· fee.t, ·

•i,

THE END
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Poppy plays about the feet
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Of the stately golden wheat;
Almost hidden there from -view
In her dress of scarlet hue.

Modest Wild Rose by the · road,
Ir_i the dusty grass,
Courtesies as you pass her byShe's a country lass.

Big, fat, juicy Bartlett Pear,
She's so jolly she don't care;
,

On her twig she swings around
'Till she tumbles on the ground.

Big sunflower by the fence,
Growing up so tall,
Doesn't need a ladder to
Look o'er the garden wall.

